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Abstract
THE morning sunlight filtered through the dirt-streaked window of Harry Ellis’ bedroom to
the few items of furniture which held most of Harry’s belongings...
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pulls it to his head and his feet freeze. So I decided to change 
both the room and the blanket, and here I am." 
"Which are there more of—those you corrupt or those you 
reform?" 
"Evil is dominant. It is like the black color." 
"You are a bad man . . . a dangerous man. You should be 
locked up. You should be . . ." 
"Don't be excited, Blue Eyes. They are not citizens of your 
country. In fact, they are not from any country." 
"Where are they from?" 
"They are from my own world. The world I create for my-
self. They move in the poems I compose, and they look at you 
from the pictures I draw. You hear them talk in the music I 
play on my Bohemian flute. It is my world of Art, where there is 
no moral or immoral. It is playing with sand on the coast at the 
ocean . . ." 
"An attractive magician, I see. What would you make out of 
my imperfection and indecision?" 
VA bouquet of violets, Blue Eyes." 
THE morning sunlight filtered through the dirt-streaked win-dow of Harry Ellis' bedroom to the few items of furniture 
which held most of Harry's belongings. In the bed Harry stretched 
and yawned, opening his eyes to the light. Slowly he crawled out 
of bed, struggled into his soiled blue coveralls and went down 
the stairs to breakfast. 
"Harold, what time did you get in last night?" 
"Well, it was a little late, Dad." 
"What time?" 
"Well, maybe about 1:30." 
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"You're lyin'. I was up till two, and you still weren't in." 
"Maybe it was 2:30." 
"I don't even believe that. What was ya doin'?" 
"I was out with the fellas." 
"Where?" 
"Just drivin' around." 
"Now you listen here. If you don't stop this gettin' in so late, 
I'm gonna sell that there car of yours." 
"You can't sell it. I bought it with my own money." 
"The hell I can't. You just try it and see." 
Harry made no answer. Seeing this, his father poured himself 
some coffee and began to drink it, black. Mrs. Ellis shoved a plate 
of hot wheatcakes on the table and gave her head a slight jerk, 
throwing a lock of stringy hair back from her worn face. 
"Did you make your bed this morning, Harold?" 
"Naw. I just came right down." 
"Now I told you to be sure and make your bed every morning." 
"Aw, nuts. You never make Violet fix hers." 
"Never you mind about Violet. And you better stop givin' 
me those smart answers or I'll . . . throw this here pan at ya." 
Again silence fell over the kitchen as Harry picked sulkily 
at his wheatcakes, and Mr. Ellis poured himself another cup of 
coffee, black. After a few more mouthfuls of the tasteless food, 
Harry rose from the table, gathered his things for school, and 
headed for the door. But not before his mother could call: "Harry, 
are you wearing a coat?" 
"No, I'm not wearing a coat." 
"Well, put one on. It's chilly out." 
"Jesus Christ, don'cha think I know when it's cold out?" 
At these words his mother's face grew flushed and her fists 
clenched nervously. Looking about, she spotted the wheatcake 
griddle still on the burner. With a low scream, she grabbed it 
and ran after Harry. She was too late, though, for Harry had left, 
slamming the door behind him. 
Outside, Harry's smile was a scowl as he hurried across the 
street to his old jalopy. He hopped in, got it started, and, with 
a loud expulsion of cloudy exhaust fumes, was off to school. 
Miss Jepson was the algebra teacher. From the classroom seats, 
she seemed to tower like some pioneer blockhouse. The yellow 
pallor of her skin ran up her neck, over the folds of her chins, 
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and up to her graying hair-line. Two bulging eyes hid behind 
thick spectacles, whose frames melted into the layer of hair that 
covered her ears. Her voice had the crackle of breakfast cereal, 
and she used it sharply. When the sound of the class bell had 
died, she began the morning session with an unfelt: "Good 
morning, class." Then, with scarcely a breath, "Our work today 
is with negative exponents as you all know John Smithson 
have you the answer to problem three page seventy-six please 
stand and recite." 
John Smithson stood and recited, "Three x-cubed over the 
quantity six. . ." 
Harry Ellis noticed the great oak outside the window waving 
its twisted arms in the balm of a gentle breeze that floated by 
from the south. 
". . . equals eight times the square root of . . ." 
The gentle breeze lifted the smell of the earth and the grass 
and carried it in the window. Its fragrance reached Harry's nose 
just as Miss Jepson's sharp voice popped in his ears. 
"Harry Ellis, you're not paying a bit of attention. Stand 
and give the answer to problem four." 
The sound snapped Harry's fingers to his paper and he rose 
with it in his hand. ". . .D . . did you say problem four, Miss 
Jepson?" 
"I most certainly did!" 
". . . Oh . . . that was one . . . I . . wasn't . . . quite . . . able 
to . . . get." 
"Weren't quite able to get!" Her tone dripped with sarcasm. 
"A likely story, you'd better stand out in the hall for the remain-
der of this period. I'll speak with you after this class." She motion-
ed toward the door. Harry reached for his notebook and mater-
ials, and, clasping them to his left hip, shuffled out into the hall-
way. 
The door closed behind him, and he could faintly hear Miss 
Jepson going ahead with her beloved x-squares. Harry wondered, 
just a little, what Mr. Staley, the principal, would say about this 
latest spat with Miss Jepson. "Probably want to expel me again," 
he thought. More important, though, he wondered what he 
could do for the rest of the hour. But he was broken from his 
wondering by a sharp pop of gum, and turning around, he saw 
Inez Milner coming his way. 
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"Well hello—handsome. Whatcha doin' out here in the hall? 
Have another row with old lady Jepson?" 
"Yeh. The old battle-axe kicked me out just fer not workin' 
some fool exercise." 
Another pop of the gum. "Yeh. She's mean." 
Harry noticed Inez' figure. "Boy, has she ever got the right 
stuff in the right places. I could sure go for a little of that." His 
mind had scarcely finished deciding before his mouth blurted: 
"Say, Inez, you and me ain't been out together fer a helluva long 
time. How 'bout takin' in a show this Friday, and then . . . after-
wards . . . we can kinda drive around in the ole buggy and get 
in a little hot . . . stargazin'." 
"Oh, man. What a sharpie. You know I wouldn't turn you 
down. Besides, I just love to stargaze. 'Specially with you." 
"Hey now. Turn it off and save all that stuff for Friday. I 
figure I'll be pretty much in the mood then." 
"Sure, big boy. Anything a'tall. Anything a'tall. Well, I 
gotta blow right now. I'm spose'ta be on an errand fer old horse-
nose McGaffin. He'll prob'ly raise cain if I don't get on the 
stick. See ya Friday about 7:30." 
She waved and popped a goodbye at him with her gum. Harry 
watched her well-curved back sway down the hall and turn at 
the corner. He smiled. 
"After you." Harry made a clumsy bow and opened his car 
door for Inez. 
"Gee, a real gentleman." 
"I been influenced by the movie. That French guy in the 
picture always did it that way." He closed the door and walked 
around to the left side. As he hopped in behind the wheel, 
Inez renewed the conversation. 
"Ya know, Harry? That movie got me, too." 
"Yah?" 
"Yah. I'd sure like to be wrapped up in that Frenchman's 
arms." 
"Well now, how'd you ever know I was half French?" He 
smiled at his own cleverness, and put his right arm over Inez' 
shoulders, pulling her close. 
"Harry, you're sweet." 
Harry's face got warm and red. But it was too dark in the 
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car for Inez to see that. "You're not so bad, either." He dropped 
his head over to rest it against hers. 
In a peaceful and rather indifferent voice Inez asked, "Where 
we goin'?" 
"Oh, I thought I might just drive around some. Maybe go 
out to Palisades Road. It's pretty quiet out there." 
"Dark, too." Inez gave a little laugh, and snuggled closer 
to Harry, as his arm pulled her in. 
The car moved slowly along the road, its headlights com-
peting bravely with the blackness about them. Inside, the couple 
made idle chatter. As they talked, Harry's hand roved slowly, 
softly, over her shoulder, her hair, her neck. 
At an isolated place on Palisades Road, Harry drew the car 
to a stop. His left arm reached forward to snap off the lights. 
Then it moved around to encircle her waist from the right. He 
pulled her close, and they kissed. They kissed again. He fondled 
her body lightly, and she ran her hands through his hair. Then 
she raised his head and placed kisses all over his face. She was 
holding him tightly, far more tightly, Harry thought, than girls 
usually did. She returned each of his kisses and suggested more. 
Suddenly Harry was alarmed. . . 
"Hey, cut it out. You tryin' ta get me in trouble?" 
She grabbed him more fiercely. 
"Dammit. I said stop it. I'm not gonna get in any trouble 
like that." He stiffened his arms against her chest, pushing her 
away. But she came back at him with the ferocity of some wild 
beast. Pushing her, twisting her, he fought back. A sudden 
r . . r . . r . . rip shot through the car. They both stopped, 
instantly. 
In a shocked tone she spoke for the first time. "You . . . 
you've torn my blouse." Her eyes moistened. 
"I'm sorry, Inez. It just . . . happened." 
"My favorite blouse. Torn right down the front." She held 
out the two ripped parts, and then brought them together again. 
"Gee, Inez. I'm sorry." He reached out and touched her hand. 
She threw her arms about his neck—and again they struggled. 
They were suddenly interrupted by the brilliant beam of a 
flashlight—a light that disclosed their struggling, her torn blouse, 
her wild eyes, his red face—certainly enough for the policeman. 
"What goes on in here?" 
Embarrassed, they fell back, neither of them speaking. 
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"Young fella, you oughta know better than to try anything 
like that. These girls are the wives and mothers of tomorrow-
shame on you. Now you just better pack right up and get her 
home. And don't make any more stops on the way. I'll be 
comin' along behind ya." He moved back and mounted his 
motorcycle. 
Inez fell back to a corner of the seat. Nervously, she began to 
cry. With a great effort to pretend indifference, Harry started 
the car and set it in motion. Inez' sobs and Harry's scowl were 
lost in the night. 
"Say, Harry. Wow! Didja' hear about Inez Milner? The old 
gal finally got herself pregnant. Small wonder. That's why she 
hasn't been at school all this week." 
"Yes, I know." 
"Well, man. Ain't that somethin'?" 
"Yeh, I s'pose. Bill . . . aw, never mind." 
"Yah, what?" 
"Bill, couldja' keep a secret if I told ya?" 
"Sure. What?" 
"Well . . . I'm gonna' hafta' get married to her." 
"What? You? Are you kiddin'?" 
"God, no." 
"Well . . . did . . . did you do it?" 
"No, I didn't. But I'm gettin' stuck for it anyhow." 
"What the devil. How come?" 
"Well, one night I had her out, see. And she damned near 
had me down before I knew it. I was fightin' her off, when a cop 
shines his light in the window—and he thinks I'm tryin' ta pull 
somethin'. And now that she's pregnant, her folks gotta have 
somebody to take the rap. So they blamed it on me—and they 
got that cop fer evidence." 
"Jeez, that's really hell. Well, hey. How about your folks?" 
"Aw nuts. They're just as bad. The old man thinks I did it, 
and the old lady don't give a damn. They probably figure it's 
a good way to push me out and send me to work." 
"You really gonna marry her?" 
"Yah, I s'pose so. 'Bout the only way I can get out of it is to 
run off. And besides, Inez ain't rough on the eyes, you know." 
Harry's car sputtered to a stop in front of the Milner's home. 
He walked to the door and rang the chime. Mrs. Milner answered. 
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"Good evening, Harry. Won't you come in? Inez is upstairs. 
I'll tell her you're here." 
"Well, hello there, son. Sit down." Mr. Milner put down 
his paper and smiled at Harry. "Glad to have you over for a 
visit, now that you're gonna be one of the family." He laughed 
awkwardly, and smiled half-heartedly. "All set for the ceremony?" 
"Well, almost." 
"That's fine. The missus and I are looking forward to it. She 
even wrote to some of our out-of-town relations already." He 
smiled again, probably because he could think of nothing else 
to say. The silence would have continued, but Inez came down-
stairs. "Well, and here's our little girl now." Inez shot him a 
disgusted look and sat down in a flower-splashed, straight-backed 
chair. 
"Hello, Harry." Her voice was thin and her eyes watched 
the flower splashes. 
"Inez, howja like ta go out fer a ride tonight?" Harry leaned 
forward in his chair. 
"Gosh, Harry. I thought I'd stay in tonight." Her eyes still 
watched the flowers. 
"Oh." Harry leaned back in his chair. "I thought you might 
kinda' like it." 
"Sure she would," said Mrs. Milner, who was coming down 
the stairs. 
"Sure she would," seconded Mr. Milner. "Go ahead, Inez. 
You haven't went outdoors since . . . for about a week now. You 
go ahead." 
"But I wanted to stay home and do some . . . washing to-
night." 
"Now you run along, Inez. I'll do up your things for you." 
"Oh, all right. Wait'll I change my dress, Harry." 
"All right, Harry. Let's go." Inez came down the stairs car-
rying a blue shawl on her arm. He rose to meet her, and as they 
walked through the hall, Mrs. Milner called, "Have a good time, 
children." 
Inez broke the silence in the car. "Where ya drivin' to?" 
"Maybe just out in the country and watch the sky. The 
moon's full tonight." 
They drove along in silence, watching the stars and fence-
posts travel by. 
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"I brought a blanket along. Howja like to get out and just 
watch the sky?" 
"If you want to." 
Harry stopped the car near a large open field. Inez, dangling 
her shawl over her left shoulder, stepped out onto the soft sod. 
Harry took her hand, and with the blanket under his other arm, 
they walked on into the field. Finding what he thought to be 
a good spot, Harry spread the blanket and sat on it. 
"Lay down." 
"Why?" 
"Because I said so." 
"Don't be such a boss." She sat down beside him, holding 
herself very erect. 
"Lay down. Relax. You can't see the stars when you're 
sittin' up." 
She obeyed him slowly, and he placed his arm under her 
head as she fell back. 
"Isn't that a beautiful moon? And the stars? They're all so 
bright. Don't they make you think . . . of anything?" 
"Not especially." 
"Not even of us?" He rose and bent over her. His eyes ran 
straight into hers. 
"Kiss me." Their heads came together in a kiss. "Again." 
Again. Harry felt a deep warmth within him. He decided to 
do what he had planned. "Inez?" 
"What?" 
"Inez, I'd like to finish what you started the other night." 
"What do you mean?" 
"You know. The night that cop found us." 
"That wouldn't be right, Harry." 
"Why not? You thought it was all right then, and now that 
you've got me blamed for this kid of yours, and we're almost 
married, it sure oughta' be all right." 
"I don't want to. Let's wait." , 
"No, by God. You got me into this mess—now you take what's 
comin'." His voice grew threatening. Inez squirmed under his 
grasp. 
"No, Harry, no." She jerked violently and freed herself. 
Rolling away, she grabbed at her shawl, rose, and began to run 
toward the car. Harry lunged forward and caught her by the neck. 
"Lay down." 
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"Ow, my neck. Harry, let me go." 
"I said LAY DOWN." His hands were about her throat, 
squeezing, pushing her down. She twisted violently, and he 
squeezed harder. 
"Lay down! Lay down!" His muscles ached from their un-
yielding grasp. His face was red, his teeth were clenched, his 
whole body shook. Her neck felt like soft clay in his hands. 
Suddenly he relaxed, and her body fell to the ground. Her 
crumpled form lay crazily twisted over the blue shawl. Harry 
touched her chin and moved her head from side to side. It fol-
lowed his hand, limp. 
Harry whirled and looked about him. There was nothing. 
Nothing but space with white blobs of light hung on an invisible 
backdrop. His ears strained for sound. But there was nothing. He 
stretched out his arms. There was nothing to feel. Nothing but 
cold emptiness. Nothing to see. Nothing to hear. Nothing but 
the vapors of a vacuum. 
He ran. The white blobs of light on the invisible backdrop 
were cold. Infinity, with its complete silence, slept on. The cold 
emptiness grew crystalline with more cold. The vapors of the 
vacuum hung immobile. The silence, the cold, the void—all 
grew and grew, enveloping the universe. Until there was no more. 
Threat of Genius 
Bernice A. Fox 
UDDENLY and without warning, Mrs. Clifford R. Smith 
realized her son Roger really was different from other 
children. It was the day she investigated the little crumpled 
bits of paper she'd been noticing strewn about his room. With 
tight-lipped, motherly stoicism, she'd always swept them up and 
gone on with the daily struggle of making his bed and putting 
his clothes away. Then inevitably a day came when a particularly 
severe hangover snapped her patience. What the hell were these 
